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Summary:
Andrew and Ashley have escaped from their apartment through blood, sweat, and swearing...but their adventure is far from over. They live on the run, and Ashley's dreams tell them they are still being hunted.

Notes:
Hello, I am aware that within the original story incest is heavily hinted as a possibility. That isn't something I'm comfortable writing so I will not be making it a pairing, the urges shown will be present but unrequited and they will *stay* that way. As far as I know this is the second fanfiction in existence so I'm glad to be contributing to this growing fandom.

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Chapter 1
Chapter Text
The drive away from the apartment was long and cold. The shattered glass brushed carelessly off the seat as sharp as the air that rushed through the broken window. It made Andrews hair billow and morph in the darkness even as his almost venomous gaze was set on the road.

Ashley clacked her nails in a rhythm along the passenger side door, humming various different tunes as they came to mind. Disregarding the tension in her brother's shoulders, the tension that only left whenever he slept in her arms.

She smirked to herself thinking of that night, all it took was a simple "c'mere" and he followed obediently. It was like some law of nature, she would cause chaos and he would clean it up. The yin to her yang, cold to her hot, base to her acid.

Her delicate hand came up and rubbed the still forming dark bruise around her neck, it served as a reminder of what they agreed too, what she agreed too. Always together, no one else, it was almost like her wedding band in a way. For once she was the one on a leash and collar.

"How much fartherrrrrr," she whined rolling her head towards him lazily. Still tapping, always tapping, especially since they had managed to get a cup of coffee at the last gas station.

"We are almost to the buffet." He grunted, still she could see the slightest bit of panic in his eye. No matter how much he denied it there would always be a piece of her Andy in there. That adorable little part of him that always pleased her.

Ashley turned towards him and leaned over the car seat, she knew her chest was sticking out, part of her was waiting to see if he would notice. If he would look at her like those other girls, or those pornos he watched when he thought she was asleep.

"Whatcha thinking?" She inquired getting far too deep into his personal space. Would he start pushing her away now? Just how much would he commit to this sudden 'change'.

He glanced to the side and her smirk grew as he glanced down then quickly looked to the road, he grit his teeth and Ashley saw that dark shadow. The same one he got when he finally got the balls to put his hands on her.

She would be lying if it hadn't been exhilarating, she had been the only thing that mattered to him.

'I'm both his obstacle and his salvation.' she thought.

"Don't start saying weird shit like that." Andrew gave an appalled look at the mirror as he turned the car. Yet again she had spoken out loud accidently, maybe she should start doing it more purposefully and keep up the act. She could tally the days until he figures it out, a little road trip game to pass the time.

"Is it still weird if it's true?" She smirked as she leaned on a arm, still staring at him unyielding. His sharp cheekbones hollowed from starvation, those dark pits under his eyes from sleepless nights only she could save him from, that new venom in his eyes that she wanted to experience more of.

"Anything coming out of your stupid mouth is weird." He gave that soft chuckle at the end like he always did when he didn't actually mean it.

Or when he was just incredulous.

"Can you grab me some chips from the bag?" He asked after a long moment.

"And spoil our dinner at the buffet?" Ashley asked with a mock gasp. Her hand was already halfway down into the stolen backpack, full of even more stolen snacks and items. Andrew had even managed to loot some pads and tampons for her throughout their few stops.

Realistically the buffet nearest to their apartment building wasn't too far, however after their most recent episode they both agreed driving through the night upstate wasn't a bad idea. She enjoyed his exasperated face when she joked-or at least framed it that way-about stealing the keys and tying him up in the trunk.

Then of course he had to mention *her* name. Just that soft mutter and little shake of his head as if it would absolve him of guilt. Ashley didn't understand why he hadn't gotten over it, the bitch had been dead for years and honestly had never been something special. It wasn't like they murdered the person who would discover the cure for cancer.

But he would murder someone who threatened them both, she licked her lips at the thought. Remembering that hammering in her heart as he stood outside that dresser. Blood soaked, feral, the first time those venomous green eyes shone. He was a viper, beautiful and dangerous.

That was when she knew he wouldn't leave, he couldn't. Even with his hands around her throat and darkness creeping in at the edge of her vision. He was the only person that valued her, and she was the only one who truly cared for him.

"Say ahhhh," she smirked as she pulled out a small piece of crushed up chip.

"Oh fuck that just give me the damn bag." His hand reached out from the wheel but she jerked back and her smile only grew wider.

"Ah ah ah," she clicked her tongue and gave him a small pout before it slipped into a wicked grin." This is payback for when you rationed the last bag of Doritos."

"You ate the other four!" He snorted, but a smile cracked on his features. Those tired eyes locked eyes with hers and the venom faded ever so slightly. He cherished her, he hated Leyley but he wouldn't have made it this far without Ashley. He was also pretty sure Ashley wouldn't allow him to get far without her, which he was fine with. Someone he could actually trust who knew he wasn't parasite infested vermin.

"I was going to let you have the last one! But nooooo you wanted to share." She looked to the ceiling exaggerating a tone of hurt shame. "You rejected my good graces and now you must suffer."

"Suffer your presence more like-"

She shook the bag of chips and held them out the shattered glass window precariously, "I'm sorry I don't think I caught that my darling Andrew."

"More like a blessing!"he gave a forced desperate laugh that was clearly played up. "After all who wouldn't love to be in your divine presence."

She felt something inside her almost inflated, was that her ego he was stroking? She basked in it like a cat in sunlight.

"More." She said in a singsong tune.

He rolled his eyes," Oh great and wonderful Ashley please deliver me your boon of sustenance before I fall dead in awe of your beauty. Or I crash the car, whatever comes first." At the end that little dark smirk of his shone through, the same one he got right before he would say an absolutely abhorrently inappropriate joke around their mother just to get his mouth washed out. Afterwards he would always tell Ashley, still hacking up soap water, that it was worth it to see her smile.

Ashley leaned over, placing a hand on his upper thigh as discreetly as she could manage, leaning over drastically as she tipped the bag into his mouth, shaking it as he turned his head to look around the obstruction.

"Good boy~" she smirked.

Immediately he sputtered up a bit of chips and the bag spilled out all over his t-shirt, still coughing he crouched over as he slammed on the breaks. Nothing but dark, long road in front and behind them.

He wiped away mushed up chip off his lip with his wrist as he looked down at the shirt covered in orange dust, "For fucks sake Ashley." If steam could come out of his nose it would, Ashley couldn't help but manage a giggle.

She leaned forward on his thigh pursing her lips with a Cheshire grin, "What? Is something wrong?"

Andrew slowly turned with that annoyed upturned lip of his, before his arm ripped around and pulled her forward. Ashley grunted as her upper half was pulled up into his lap, his elbow putting her in a headlock.

He had a dangerous smirk as he held his spare hand above her messy hair, noogie already prepared.

"No! Don't you dare Andrew, ill whine about it for the next two weeks."

"I don't know just the satisfaction alone might make it worth it," that smirk grew wider with his wistful tone.

She merely grinned wolfishly at him, her hand gripped his thigh tight as she stared up at him challengingly," I can think of a few things worth doing right now~" Her tone made the implication clear.

He shoved her back to her seat and she let out a bark of laughter as glass crunched under her shoulder and stomped her foot. Still he wasn't upset, Andy may have 'changed' but he wasn't an entirely new unreadable creature.

"See I told you, only strange shit comes out of your pie hole. Weird as fucking hell." He shook his head as he stepped on the accelerator back down the highway. After a glance at the map they had found under one of the seats, Ashley could tell the buffet wasn't much longer away.

"Like mother, like daughter." She chided.

"Nah, mom was just a bitch, you're a bitch and weird." He grinned again.

"Oh stop it, you'll make me blush."

"Like you aren't already," He snorted.

"Why wouldn't I when I have you all to myself now, Andy?''She let out a long giggle that slowly faded. Her smile slipped and she rolled her tongue in her cheek as she saw his hard expression.

"Andrew. It's Andrew, Ashley." He slowly looked off the road mid turn, going way too fast into it as he locked eyes with her. The car jolted to the side as they came out of it and the both slammed into their car seat. He pressed his foot on the gas a little too much as they sped down the road.

Ashley's heart raced, fuck she said the wrong thing. He threatened to leave her before, he was serious. The bruises on her neck meant it as much as she tried to laugh it off. It had just slipped out, it wasn't supposed to happen, or if it did he wasn't supposed to notice. He wasn't supposed to actually change, if he did that then...she would be replaced.

Something bitter and hot boiled in her core, like that bitch back at the warehouse, or the apartment. She looked to him as his gaze was forced on the road, could he have lied? He was willing to kill, maybe he was looking for a little 'stress relief' with that stupid whore.

It was a good thing he fucking killed her.

"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to be short with you Ashley just...it's all still alot to process." His eye twitched like it always did when he felt guilty. Not one of his tells' for lying, she knew those well enough he didn't bother to do so anymore.

"I mean I don't know you how managed it honestly, being short with me when your dumbass is a foot taller." It was a clumsy attempt at some half baked joke. They both knew it.

They both laughed anyway.

Their laughter faded away and all that was left was the cold rushing wind filling the car through the open window. Ashley turned towards it letting it brush past her face. The force making it hard to breathe, she couldn't help but wonder if Andrew had chosen to place his hand on her face if the asphyxiation would feel similar.

Andrew made the final turn as they peeled off into the darkness behind the buffet, he drove slowly down the street into a back alley. Once they parked he pulled apart the wires used to hotwire it. He pulled out a lighter and a pack of smokes from his pocket. Yet another trophy of his shoplifting skills, another skill he learned for Ashley's sake, and their mothers wallet.

Once he took a long draft he held it out and Ashley leaned forward taking a draft of it from between his fingers. She remembered the apartment, how when they first ran out of packs she thought she knew how it felt to crave and hunger for something.

After the first two months she knew she was wrong, and after almost losing Andrew to his fit of rage she knew it even more. Nothing felt worse than when she realized Andrew might actually have left with just her cold corpse amongst a mountain in his wake.

Then she remembered yet again she climbed that mountain with him, it was only due to her that he was even able to build it. She may have been the younger one, but she always looked out for him. Kept him safe from the liars that would use him, the whores, the two faced cunts who hated her and loved him.

"Earth to Ashley, hello? I thought you were fucking hungry." Andrew was waving a hand in front of her face.

"I swear to fuck if this is one of those visions I'm going to snap." He groaned.

She smacked his hand away sending the now used up cigarette into the alley. "Quit your bitching, and no, those only happen in dreams, remember? We haven't exactly slept yet." She said the last sentence softer, her caffeine was starting to wear off. She had refused Andy's earlier offers of letting her sleep. She didn't want to wake without him in case he went to the gas station.

He clicked his tongue against his teeth as he nodded, clearly deep in thought. He reached across into the bag and pulled out the pistol they looted from the warden's sacrificed body just a few hours ago. Ashley pouted that he didn't hand it to her, instead letting it sit comfortably inside his pants under his belt. Ashley entertained the idea for a moment if he forgot the safety's off and sitting down inside would shoot his dick off. Then she really wouldn't have to worry about him running after some floozy, maybe she would buy some sort of Chastity cage and force it on him in his sleep for good measure.

He popped open the car door and gestured for her to get out as well. She did and gripped both hands on his arm, despite their starvation she could just slightly feel the lean muscle she knew would soon come back.

Lanky, lean, sharp.

Her own personal Bowie knife.

They walked inside, giving the waitress a nod at her overly peppy greeting. She sat down at a table as Andy pulled some money from his wallet at the counter, she patted her own surprised he hadn't yet stolen the money she attempted hide from him. He did say he would do it as she slept, maybe if she kept it in her back pocket he would be dissuaded. Or get even closer to her, so close he truly wouldn't ever need another whore. She would take care of his every need if he would just man up and let her. Perhaps she could wait on the Chasity cage.

He soon came back with plates piled high with mainly nutritious food, with a small brownie every once in a while. Normally, Ashley would have turned up her nose at the absolute mountain of health before her.

They both didn't even open their utensils, choosing instead to shovel it. They ripped into their food like a pack of wolves descending on sheep. The guests who stared at them soon found their plates more interesting at Andrews' glare back.

"Hey that looks good," Ashley poked out her fork towards his plate at some pasta. Andrew hissed and pulled back in the booth, cradling his plate in his arms.

"Sharing is caring Andrew," she whined winking at him. Slowly sitting down before auddenly leaping up stabbing her fork. Taking a victorious bite. Her body stretched across the table. She leaned up on one hand making sure her cleavage was clearly visible. Based on those porn mags he used to smuggle in he really liked breasts. He never did ask where they disappeared too, or why sometimes the ashtray on the balcony would have more ash then it should.

"See something you like?~"she scooted her own plate forward and looked at him triumphantly as he was clearly staring at her instead.

"No I don't," he stared back at her, obviously failing to obscure a smile. It was that same look he gave all the way back when he threatened to kick her ass one day. Maybe he would again, it was such a rush last time, to have his undivided attention. She wanted it again. No she didn't want it, she was starving for it.

He stabbed his fork into her plate and stole an entire brownie," I'll settle for this though bitch."

"Hey!"

"Sweets will rot your teeth Ashley, I'm just looking out for you." That wolfish grin clear on his face. Earning a mock pout as she sat back in her seat and stared out the window.

"I'm not talking to you cunt." She turned up her nose as she looked away.

When she looked back she saw two more brownies that clearly weren't there earlier with Andrew back to eating and surveying the area. Ashley didn't say a word as she bit into one of them. Looking around along with Andrew for anyone who looked similar enough to them.

Just in time for a man and a woman to stumble inside. The woman was shorter than him but holding the man up as she talked to the waitress. He was obviously drunk, and clearly more than he was intending. Still they looked similar enough; dark hair, lean, thin, similar noses, different eye colors but close enough.

"Jackpot, let's go shit for brains," Ashely smirked standing up just for an iron grip to pull her back into her seat. She looked at Andrew with a scowl.

"You can't call me shit for brains and just stand up like your going to walk over and rob them right now." He growled, keeping his head and voice low.

"You have the gun, what's anyone going to do? Are you expecting someone to play hero?" She hissed back keeping an eye on the pair as they took their seats a few booths away.

"This is fucking america, you think I'm the only one in here carrying?"

"...fair point. But don't less people carry up north?"

"We haven't exactly gone to a few states in just six hours Ashley." That glitter of annoyance shone in his eyes.

"So we just have to wait with our fingers up our ass?" She leaned against a hand with a huff, twisting a long black hair around her finger.

"Yes and you'll like it." He attempted not to smile.

"With you around? Of course I will Andrew." She sang his name in that singsong tone again.

Andrew visibly swallowed and his lip upcurled just slightly," you wish whore."

She gave a long dramatic sigh,"oh don't I?"

"Why the hell are you being like this, I mean you've always been...fucked in the head but..."he trailed off slightly shaking his head towards her.

"Andy we have done wors-"

His hand gripped her wrist so tight hot pain flashed up her arm, she slightly gasped as she was pulled forward. His other hand gripping some of her hair.

In a low voice he whispered into her ear," What the fuck did I tell you about mentioning what happened when we walked out that door? About mentioning that name?" That venom in his eyes swirled with something else, malice.

"Andrew i-im sorry." Her other hand came up as she tried to pull it away. His iron grip slowly released and she fell back in the chair, thankfully people had learned to not pay attention to them. She gave a pitiful look and Andrew visibly softened. He leaned back and softly chewed on his knuckle as he thought.

She hated that word, sorry. It tasted like ash in her mouth, the buffet food tasted so much better. She didn't like lowering herself, no one deserved to have her grovel for anything. They were all stupid bastards.

Except for Andrew, she could lower herself for just a moment, just so he would stay a little longer.

She would rather be below him than without him.

Andrew took a deep breath as he sat back pulling out a cigarette about to lit it then thinking better inside the dinner," it's...it's fine Ashley. It's just an adjustment, you'll get it." He seemed more like he was trying to convince himself more than her. It was clear he was attempting to distract himself from what else she had been intending.

She would eventually get the names right, it would be hard but she would. Andy was dead, Leyley was dead, left behind with the mountain Andrew and Ashley carved. Their labour of love and blood.

They didn't speak for a long time after that, choosing instead to just eat, hide leftovers in napkins in their pockets and drink as much soda as they could handle. The entire time keeping a eye on the couple they were going to mug in likely just a hour or two. Maybe less, given how quickly the woman was getting very short and pissed at the man. He was reaching across grabbing at her thigh in the public area, she was flustered and red. No matter how much she pushed him away he would just smile dumbly and continue.

"Oh fuck this! I'll see you in the car, Thomas." She said the name with utter vitriol.

"Remind you of someone?" Andrew muttered. Ashley pretended she didn't hear. He should consider himself lucky to have her attention, she was gorgeous and only a blind idiot would deny it.

"I have an idea," She whispered getting a dark glint in her eye.

"Pretend to be his wife?"There was that sharp boy her brother so rarely showcased.

"I'll take him in the bathroom and knock him out."

Andrew looked at her, "Don't be too loud. Be safe. Please." The last word cracked as he stared intently. There was that hint of panic in his eyes, he knew deep down just as well as she did that sleeping pills wouldn't be enough. He needs her, and as long as that was true nothing could touch her.

"When am I not?" She smirked and stood up before he could answer.

Two targets, two id's, two of them, just like the last episode. Ideally much less messy this time around.



Chapter 2: The buffet
Notes:
Hello! It's been awhile but I'm here with the second chapter. This one will contain slight nonconsent elements. There will be a warning when it begins and a warning when it's over so you can skip it if you wish. I will summarize what we learn about the character Ashley through it in the end notes. Other than that please enjoy, it's been a while since I got to write a small bit of gore.

(See the end of the chapter for more notes.)

Chapter Text
Ashley intended to make this quick, her brother alone with that short skirt wearing whore wouldn't do. He needed to be supervised, he needed her supervision.

She slid in the booth just in time to hear the bell at the front door ring. Just like Andy, being so proactive. Two dead bodies on his hands, maybe more soon hopefully. It would be better, safer than that whore seeing their faces, telling anyone where they were last seen.

He hiccuped, fuck he smelled horrific. "Back so soon, love?" He leaned forward and his hand brushed Ashley's thigh over her skirt.

If he had touched under the cloth, fuck the plan she would have slammed his skull into the table. Like hell would she be one of those common sluts.

She gripped it just before he made his motion even more obvious than it already was. Now for the easy part, the idiot didn't even know what was coming.

She leaned forward just enough weight on the table to draw his attention to her chest, which his stared at without any shame or hesitation. He may be an idiot she was about to rob but at least he wasn't blind like her Andy pretended to be. It was refreshing if vomit inducing.

"Oh sweetheart, I know you need me." She cooed sweetly looking at him through half lidded eyes. That small cock of her head to the side and forced smirk she put on, well practiced enough that he wouldn't be able to tell even if he wasn't drunk.

She leaned forward and whispered,"Meet me outback sweetie, I'll be waiting." Ashley slowly slid out of the booth maintaining eye contact. She made absolutely sure sure to stand up at just the perfect angle before she walked towards the bathrooms and out the back door. There she leaned against the car Andy- Andrew and her had stolen, she hid the broken window behind her back as she stared at the door. Her hand slipped behind her to carefully hold a small shard of glass. The bathroom could have someone walk in, it was better to do it out here.

"C'mon dumbass waddle out here already." She huffed, rolling her eyes.

The door thudded open as the man stumbled out, he caught himself on the doorway holding his head. It was unsettling how much he looked like Andrew did some nights. Especially the ones where he didn't know she had gotten home.

He looked up with that dumb smile and she managed to feel relieved. Blue eyes, he was anything but her Andrew. He meant nothing, had no real purpose. Realistically she was doing him a favor taking him out of this absolute shit storm of a world, who knows maybe she will see him in hell with that demon.

As long as she was there with Andrew it wouldn't matter what they did to her.

---warning scene starts now---

The man stumbled forward wrapping a arm around her waist, she allowed it but before she could bring her weapon up behind his back, he placed his forearm against hers in support.

Her heart hammered, he was taller, heavier she couldn't move as his body was pressed against hers. It didnt feel like she was able to breathe, her gaze fixed on the wall as she struggled. She writhed underneath him even as a shard from the broken window peirced her shirt into her back.

She cried out in pain," w-wait get off!" She wasn't a whore. She wasn't a slut like all those other women, she was taught better, she knew better to be a hussy. She wasn't like those girls Mother showed her, warned her not to be. She was better than all of them. They weren't shit compared to her, and she definitely wasn't going to get used like a stupid whore. She was leagues above that, leagues above women like their cheap slut of a mother.

The man kissed her neck and she grit her teeth, she pulled up her knee hard and the man grunted as he stumbled back. He let out a pant in pain as he fell to his knees, he cupped his balls.

----scene over----

Ashley pulled the shard of glass up, the man looked up in confusion. She knelt down and placed a hand on his shoulder and gave him a smile.

Then jammed the shard up his throat into his skull. She watched his eyes bulge, felt the small dribble of warm blood as it slipped down his throat. His jaw went slack as his weight went forward, she held him up by the shoulder. She ignored the pain in her hand and back as she drove it a bit further, just to feel it dig against the bone.

She looked down as she felt a warmth on her bare knee and gasped in disgust. She stood as she kicked him away, trying to stop further piss from contaminating her leg.

"Oh you fucking disgusting bitch!" She gasped out in disgust.

A dark chuckle from further down the alley, Ashley whirled but smiled at those swirling green eyes stepping towards her. He held the body of the girl in a bridal carry, Ashley didn't care if the cunt was dead he shouldn't hold her like that. He shouldn't hold her at all. She wasn't worthy.

It would have been funny to see him drag her by the ankle or better yet the hair.

"Guess you don't need me to do your dirty work any more." He stated with a small smirk.

"Never did, I'm stronger than you think dumbass."

"Definitely, you totally had that under control the whole time." A hint of humor in his dark voice.

"Damn straight." She replied with that same hint. 'He was watching' she realized, 'he was keeping an eye out on me"

Did he still not fucking trust her after all of this? After they carved a bloody path together? He wouldn't haven't made it without her. Not a damn step. They wouldn't have even went over the plank to the other balcony without her.

Andrew and Ashley pulled the bodies back behind the car as Andrew struggled to pop open the boot. Ashley rooted through their pockets. Thankfully their Id's looked an awful lot like them, plenty of cash too with a few cards.

"We will pull some cash out of the debit card tonight, swing by a few atms." He popped it open and a light flickered inside the car. Immediately the both of them scanned their surroundings. Like the wolves that searched for their next slab of meat, or scared rabbits trying to avoid becoming one.

Speaking of meat, Andy picked up the man and tossed him in the trunk, he only paused to take a heavy wrench out of the boot and lean it against a tire.

"Did you get piss on you too?" Ashley asked.

"No…not this time." He replied with a hint of embarrassment.

Ashley looked at him before a wide chesire grin grew on her face,"Don't tell me that 'hot girl'-"

"Pissed all over me and that's the real reason I changed in the bathroom." He looked to Ashley with the warmest smile he had in a while. "Definitely not, how could you think such a thing?" His venomous eyes glittered with humor.

Together they lifted up the girl, Ashley taking the legs before she stopped, right before they put her in. Her eyes focused on the purple and black ring around the woman's pale throat, her face frozen in a permanent silent tear-filled scream. The same band that Ashley wore so proudly. He gave that fucking whore her mark.

"Oi what's the fucking hold up? We aren't exactly on vacation right now!" He whisper-yelled as he pushed the womans top half further into the truck.

Ashley let the legs fall as she glared at him. "You choked her to death."

"Yeah…and?" He looked confused. What a fucking idiot. How could he?

"That's how you were going to kill me, your only supposed to kill me like that Andrew." Her last sentence almost grew to a borderline yell, barley masked by a passing car on the highway to their little district.

"What the hell? You're kidding me right? I needed her to die quietly." He ground his teeth as he leaned over his sister.

"Slit her throat with the cleaver then! Now if you kill me it's not special." She pouted.

"More like when if don't help me get her in here."

"Promise," she growled. "Promise to kill me in a special way. It has to be you, and it has to be different then all the others."

"Well death by demon is already taken so you have any ideas?" He rolled his eyes.

"You don't fucking get it you idiot." She huffed as she picked up the legs and attempted to force her in. The bodies took up too much space, mainly the drunk asshole. The pale bruise legs stuck out akwardly in a grotesque angle, now Ashley was sure the woman must have been a whore. Why else would she be so flexible?

Andrew pulled the leg from his sister as he the wrench that leaned against the tire. He pulled iths wrench high above his head before bringing it down on her knee with a sickening snap. Again he did it with the second leg, forcing the wrench into her hands for the next step.

Grabbing both ankles he took a moment and closed his eyes, steeled himself. Then slowly pulled them the wrong way, he hit his lip and turned his head at the crunch of bone and ooze of blood. The spray from his swings decorated his pale gaunt face.

Ashley dropped the wrench with a clatter on the asphalt. She wrapped an arm around his shoulders as she helped him pull them forward. Together, they would always be in this mess of a world together.

They closed the boot and locked it before Andrew tossed the keys into a nearby grate. They wiped off their faces with some napkins from the trash. Ashley held one out for him and he took it with a greatful nod. He also took the time to wipe away her wound from the shard of glass. It still stung from when she was pressed into it by the horndog. Andrew sadly seemed uncomfortable touching her bare back under her shirt. Ashley was hoping he would have a fun reaction brushing against her loose bra clasp.

He didnt even say a word.

"We will jump off." He said with a sense of finality.

Ashley stopped immediately she understood his reference. Jump off a high rise together, bodies so bloody and intertwined they could never seperate. He had called it romantic when he mentioned it last.

"Aw you want to be stuck with me for eternity?" She chided. "I guess that makes us closer than marriage, after all we won't be parting after death." The image reminded her of when she was younger. Making small figures of Play-Doh out of green and pink. Then she would put them through the machines to make them into long strings or little cubes, just to mush them together. She would give them to Andy sometimes, last month she found half a dozen in his drawer looking for food. She was honestly expecting sex toys to be in there given how he never let her look.

Andrew gave a small smile and a solid nod. Finally Andy allowed himself to indulge her, just like he was supposed to. Just like he always promised to.

He was such a good boy when he listened.

They quickly left the scene, making sure not to leave behind the wrench and Ashley tossed the shard of glass after the keys. They could still get fingerprints from the car but at least it wouldn't be from a murder weapon. It wasn't like they were the only ones with prints in the car either.

They tried to look natural as they got into the dead couples car and sped off, Ashley slapped at the pair of hanging dice in a catlike manner.

"They are pink! Just like my eyes, it's a sign." She chuckled.

Andrew scoffed as he reversed out the parking lot and put the car back into drive to turn out. "I somehow doubt gods watching Ashley." A shadow of a smile graced his lips as a yellow streetlight slid across his face.

"Hm maybe it's that demon," she gave a wicked grin and used her index fingers to mimic curled horns as she stuck her tounge out.

Andrew looked momentarily bemused before the concept seemed to sink in. His smile slipped instead becoming a grimace as he turned out into the highway. He slammed on the gas just a little too hard, as if he wanted to speed away from the possibility.

"Put on your seatbelt Ashley."

She rolled her eyes as she clicked it across her waist before giving him a confused look after casting a glance at the road.

"Andy-Andrew your going the wrong way dumbass."

He eyed her for a moment before he shook his head slightly," We are backtracking with the cards. The police probably know the plate of the car we stole, when they find the bodies they will find out names connected to it. Then they are going to find those people's identitys, they will follow the card trail to the atms we are going to draw from. Then they will find the hotel we are going to use the cards to rent. Not the one we actually go to with the cash. I'm just hoping to waste a few days if their time, maybe a week if we are lucky. By then we can find another random car to steal and head west instead of just north."

He looked to her and again she saw that hint of panic he was trying to hide. That small piece of her Andy that still struggled to get above water.

One of his hands left the wheel and cupped her cheek, he gave her the softest smile he could manage given the circumstances. "Get some sleep Ashley, I'll take care of everything but one of us needs to always be at 100%"

She gave a playful smirk to hopefully diffuse the tension," well since you asked so nicely."

She waited for some smart remark but frowned when she didn't get one. He only looked off into the distance with drooped eyes, dark circles underneath, pale hands gripped the wheel as if even a slight falter would cause them to slip.

"Pull over."

Andrew groaned but still slowed the car and brought it onto the shoulder.

"You should have pissed at the buff-" he was cut off as Ashley kicked her door open and slammed it . She walked to his door and pulled it open. She didn't even flinch as a car sped by her so close she felt the wind ride up her skirt. It blared her horn as it made a wide circle around her standing in the road.

"Ashley what the fuck are you doing?" He attempted to sound irritated but the tone crumpled halfway in, just sitting there his head slowly spun clockwise. She hadn't thought about it til now but he might not have slept for almost two days now.

"I'm driving, you sleep."

"Hell no." He leaned forward to try and argue but fell forward and steadied himself on the metal door.

"I-im fine." He slurred refusing to look up from the ground.

Ashley placed a hand on her hip and scoffed. "Clearly Andrew," She leaned forward and cradled his head to her soft waist.

"Please you're worrying me." She swallowed nervously, she couldn't lose him. She could already see some of that venom fading, he would fade with it if he didn't slow down. She didn't want to hurt him, he was more useful healthy, he was more fun when he was healthy. They couldn't survive on the mountain they built if he was sick, they needed each other. And right now he needed her. That knowledge made something in her glow with pride.

It was a long moment as many cars sped past the both of them in the night, sometimes even a occasionally honk at them.

"Okay Leyley," he whispered or more accurately whimpered. A small tear slid down his cheek as he allowed his head to be cradled against her.

"W-what if the nightmares come back?" His broad shoulders shook as he grunted. Trying not to let out a sob.

"I'll be there to help, now please." She added a whimper of her own, less false then she would have liked though.

She guided him into the next seat and she slid into the driver's side. She buckled him as he curled up in a ball, he furiously scrubbed his cheek as he looked in the side mirror. The same blood that he has wiped off with the napkin almost a quarter of a hour ago now. The cheek quickly becoming red and irritated, almost raw.

She reached out and slowly pulled his hand way, the blood had been gone for a solid minute and yet he would stop his maddening attempts to scrub it away. His green eyes looked at her, still that underline of venom but much more of those glimmering anxious eyes.

Andy.

That was that glimmer of that good boy.

"Sleep Andy, your little sis will take care of everything while you do." She gave a small giggle.

He gave a deep hum as he thought, as his head still softly spun." T-the bitch has their card pins in her purse, don't forget you need it for the atms." He looked at her through half lidded eyes.

She snorted," I understand my darling Andrew now off to sleep. Don't make me knock you out, you know I will." She gave a wicked smile and he returned a weak one as he turned towards her and closed his eyes. He curled in a ball in the seat.

For fifteen minutes Ashley listened to the radio as she thought. About the boy she was losing, about how to keep him around. Flirting didn't seem to work, and he was becoming more calculating…too much like her. She was supposed to make the plans and he was supposed to argue with her until she made him listen.

The change was unwelcome, he didn't have to change so why was he? She was certainly doing just fine. Though she would make sure next time she wouldn't get pissed on, her nose curling in disgust as she was reminded what that horrific smell was. For once it wasn't her brothers dirty laundry or the stinkbugs she would put in them when she was little.

He suddenly sniffed and let out a whine, he sat up eyes shut strongly his arm twitched. "Get away from her…"he muttered under his breath. His head shaking from side to side. Why did his actions affect him like this? They were in the way, they had to be removed. It just made sense.

Immediately her hand shot out to his and began to rub it. She only stopped when she felt the deep nail marks around the wrists and forearms, likely from the woman. He hadn't thought to mention them apparently. His breath immediately relaxed but he still struggled and whimpered

Ashley turned the wheel with one hand, cursed slightly as the tight turn pulled them all to the side of the car.

"Hush little baby don't say a word." Ashley struggled to get the notes right. It had been a while since Ashley had to sing it for him.

"Mommy's going to buy you a mocking bird." Yeah right the woman who taught it to her brought them the bare minimum, 'and you two better be thankful for it.' She sung a few more lyrics for her Andy.

"And If that diamond ring is brass, mommy's going to buy you a looking glass." His whimpers began to soften, just like they did when her mom first showed her this song. Singing it for him to get him to snap out of the night terrors, they only got worse as he got older. Ashley liked to pretend she didn't contribute to it. Still this was their bargain since they were children, he would stay at her side, support her. She would keep him safe from the whores and users, then make sure he got a good night sleep.

The line of the looking glass reminded her of the weight in her pocket. The demons gift and what it could do. She still rubbed Andya hand as she drove with a single arm.

Slowly as the song continued he eventually relaxed completely into the seat, no longer curled up. It allowed her to reach her hand behind him and pull the pistol out of his waistband. She placed it in the cup holder as she ran a red light, she ignored a loud honk. His long eyelashes caught the light of nearby lights as they passed. It highlighted the contour their mutual starvation brought upon his features and jaw.

Part of her wishes she could rip his eye lashes off and switch them with hers, it wasn't fair that boys ways seemed to have longer lashes. What a waste.

Still as he finally slept soundly she was able to pull up to one of the first atms they would hit that night. She would get to sleep in a few hours, then maybe she could get a chance to see something out of that gift from hell.

After all, her Andy needed her.

Notes: